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Summary: In the ending battle, Percy dies to save his friends. The 
others all accepted the offer of immortality, even Annabeth. His days 
in Elysium feel like an eternity in Tartarus, knowing he would never 
see them again. So Percy, hurt by their betrayal, decides to take a 
swim in the River Lethe and be reborn. His only wish is that no one 
will know. In jury ! Percico/ Perico/ Pernico/ Nicercy 


1 . Chapter 1 - Sorry I Died 
**For The Love Of A Sea Son** 

_Summary: In the ending battle, Percy dies to save his friends. The 
others all accepted the offer of immortality, even Annabeth. His days 
in Elysium feel like an eternity in Tartarus, knowing he would never 
see them again. So Percy, hurt by their betrayal, decides to take a 
swim in the River Lethe and be reborn. His only wish is that no one 
will know. Percico/ Perico/ Pernico/ Nicercy. _ 

_Notes: Let's have some fun with this, I promise the finally pairing 
will be Percy/ Jack x Nico, but during this story I think we'll have 
our favourite child of Poseidon paired with a number of other 
characters. So don't be too shocked if he shares a few kisses, but 
this OTP will be Percico! Xx_ 

_This is my first Percy Jackson fan-fiction, it's been a while since 
I have read the books. So, if I make any errors with content or 
little details please tell me. I'll be more than happy to change my 
mistakes. And lastly, please review and tell me what you guys think! 
Your reviews help feed a praise-deprived, starving writer like me... 
Plus I'll give you a cookie... a blue cookie ;) xx_ 

_Warning: Swearing, blood, hurt... later on._ 

_Disclaimer: Let's just say if I owned the Percy Jackson and the 
Olympians books, or any of the films and books I write fanfics for. 



I ' d be a lot richer and probably live in the Caribbean... Or maybe 
LA, who knows ?_ 


**Chapter 1 - Sorry I Died** 

"Please don't make us promise that, Percy." 

Silena's voice strung with the solitude of closing winters. Two 
thirds weary from the secrets her words held. 

"I'd rather they didn't know." He answered bluntly, there was to 
remorse in his tone. 

Her arms crossed instinctively with her frustration. "It's childish, 
Percy-" 

"The pair of you wouldn't deny me this?" The sea prince pleaded. 
Something deeper than stubbornness flashed in his eyes. 

Silena looked to Charlie for support. "Percy you're such a seaweed 
head, the fact that they won't be able to find you, will mean they'll 
search for you." 

"Not if you keep up the lie," Percy implored, "pretend I'm still down 
here. Nico's the only one who can enter Elysium." 

"And just what would we say to him?" She asked sarcastically, "it's 
not like the Ghost King can be fooled easily in his own 
domain ! " 

"Say that I'm hanging around somewhere. That he just missed me, say 
whatever it takes." Desperation sinking onto his sharp 
features . 

Charlie sighed. "He'll catch on eventually, Nico's a smart kid. He'll 
never stop looking for you." 

The demigod's eyes saddened a little, "I wouldn't be so sure. He'll 
try a few times, of course. But only because the others begged him. 
It's never been the same since I let..." 

"-Percy, stop blaming yourself for Bianca. She doesn't. And Nico 
stopped a long time ago." Charlie urged. 

"I wouldn't be so certain. After, Nico was never the same towards 
me." His eyes, that clashed somewhere between green and blue, 
flickered painfully with the memory. 

Silena huffed at the son of Poseidon's ignorance. Her mother was 
right, a child born to another God or Goddess would never truly 
understand the complex workings of love. But Percy just obliviously 
ignored her, "After a few attempts he'll give up." 

"Don't count on it," Silena sighed as Charlie glanced knowingly at 
her . 

"Silena, Charlie," he paused. "All of them chose immorality. I will 
never see them again, do you have any idea how much that hurts?" 



Percy echoed heartbrokenly , his voice cracking towards the end. 


All the things she wanted him to understand, all the thing she needed 
to say but couldn't. The daughter of Aphrodite wondered if this 
moment would haunt her, for her supposed peaceful eternity. "Fine, 
we'll do it." She reluctantly agreed. "We won't tell anyone you 
decided to be reborn." 

"Thanks, I owe you guys." A thin smile graced his lips. 

Charlie smirked, "well you're gonna be forever in our debt, Jackson, 
and you won't even know it." 

"So you going to make us swear on the River Styx, or 
something? " 

"No, I trust you both." Percy lifted his arm and ran his fingers 
through his hair. "Plus there's not much point down here in, well you 
know, the underworld." 

"What do you hope for?" Charlie asked, curious. 

He let out breath and answered. "I don't know really... Something 
normal, maybe something a little exciting?" 

Silena chuckled, "make your mind up sea boy, you can't have 
both ! " 

Percy looked thoughtful for a moment, before choosing his reply. He 
smirked mischievously and began to walk away. Leaving the couple to 
frown at each other in confusion. Stopping just short of the entrance 
to Elysium, he turned to face them and yelled back. 

"I guess then, you could say- I want a life, I won't wish to 
forget ! " 


It was strange. Strange like an abandoned factory floor, with all the 
machinery intact and operational. This part of the underworld was 
dead silent. No screaming souls, no howls from hellhounds - nothing. 
Well, nothing apart from the gentle, soothing hum of flowing 
water . 

The River Lethe looked calm, peaceful even, but Percy knew better 
than to trust the currents under the dark surface. Dangerous water 
cascaded through a gorge of sleek, black volcanic rock. The Lethe 
seemed to draw him closer. Calls whisper in his ears every time his 
eyes became entranced by its beauty. 

Standing at the river bank, the sea prince couldn't help but 
hesitate. This was a big deal. Wiping his memories would be like 
erasing himself from existence. He stared at the waters, and imagined 
how being ripped apart would feel. Then only to have those pieces 
washed to oblivion. It wasn't a pleasant thought. He swallowed 
thickly and cursed every time he lifted to foot to jump, but only 
manage to scuff it along in the dirt. 

"Do you need a push?" 



The sudden voice caused Percy to flinch, and whirl around in 
surprise. Years of training had him poised to defend himself. His 
eyes widen slightly at the uninvited spectator. 

"Lord Hades? What are you doing here?" 

The God of the Underworld smirked, "well I do live here, boy, I think 
that should be reason enough." 

Percy open his mouth to reply, but was interrupted. "Now before you 
jump to conclusions, your two little demigod friends in Elysium 
didn't snitch on you." He said unbemused. 

"I have spies everywhere-" 

He panicked. "-Please! I-" 

"-Uh bu-bu-bah, I'm not finished yet, and before you ask, I will not 
inform Nico of your decision. Even though he's my son. If it is your 
wish, then after everything you've done for me, that action would 
be... dishonourable." 

Percy looked shocked at Hades' confession. "Th-Thank you," he 
stuttered. "But I don't understand why you came here 
personally? " 

"My dear boy, how could I not? Are you not the Percy Jackson?" He 
sighed, a slight sarcastic edge in his tone. 

"Yeah, but-" 

"Okay, whatever, I'm a very busy God you know, people never stop 
dying and we're getting pretty crowded down here. Not that my airhead 
brother will ever listen." He said bitterly. "So anyway, when a soul 
decides to reuse itself, it's always a bonus." 

"I hope I'm not causing you too much trouble." 

Hades gave the young demigod a calculating look, "I will have to meet 
with Lethe and the Moirae to arrange your next life. It will take 
time, and I don't really want to be graced by their company." He 
finished sounding slightly disgusted, "but I guess there's no other 
way . " 

"Will I be reborn as a demigod?" 

"I don't know yet, I haven't decided. But I do have something 
interesting in mind." 

Percy smiled, and before Hades had time to react, he embraced him in 
a light hug. Suffice to say, the jester was not returned. The look of 
shock on the God's face would keep the underworld nymphs laughing for 
weeks . 

"I'm sorry we never really got along Uncle, our family's just a tad 
bit too dysfunctional." Percy said, letting go and backing away, 
hoping he hadn't crossed too far over the line. 

There was slight, almost unnoticeable hitch in Hades' breath, and 
after a long pause, he finally answered. "You're a good kid, my 



seaweed for brains brother did okay with you." 

Percy nodded and turned away to face the water again. He felt more 
prepared now, than just those couple of minutes ago. He stepped 
forward and took a deep breath. 

"I can still give you that push?" Hades chuckled behind 
him . 

Smiling, Percy called back, "I won't give you the chance!" And with 
that, he stepped into what could only be described as feeling like a 
bottomless void of water. 


Old habitats die hard. The moment he was submerged under the water, 
Percy instinctively inhaled. Big mistake. The water crashed into his 
mouth, burning his throat and lungs. He immediately thrashed against 
the cold, icy grip that tugged at his arms and legs. Trying to swim 
back to the surface, he was only dragged further down. Percy 
hyperactive mind mused slightly at the ironicalness that a son of the 
sea was, in fact, drowning. 

Tiny pockets of air escaped his lips as fizzing bubbles. His black 
hair floated gently, and seemed to melt into the dark colour of the 
water. Ceasing his struggles, Percy wondered if the River hadn't 
worked. He could still remember everything. Time slowed down as he 
drifted in the currents, sinking further and further down. 

All of a sudden, thousands of invisible claws began to tear at his 
skin. Plunging deep and hacking away at his body. He twisted in 
agony. Though they left no physical damage. Amongst the white hot 
pain and torment, Percy hoped it hadn't felt this way for Nico and 
Bianca... But who was... Who's Nico? The burning of his insides, was 
the only sensation keeping the son of Poseidon grounded. 

He begged to be released, wishing for death. For some reason that 
made him frown. He debated what he had done to deserve such a 
punishment . 

An emptiness filled is gut, creeping up into his mind. Honeycombed 
light filtered from the surface, alerting the boy which way was up. 

He kicked and thrashing, only to realise he had no idea how to swim. 
He gave all his energy trying to break out of the water, but he 
barely managed to struggle a few feet. The panic subsided as blissful 
black spots covered his vision. He gladly allowed unconsciousness to 
consume him. 


**San Francisco Bay, California, USA** 

In a private room on a hospital maternity ward, a ravishing women, in 
her mid-twenties, screamed. Ringleted, dark chocolate hair fell 
haphazardly over her pale sweaty face. Another scream kissed then 
ripped from the back of her throat. 

Her heavy panting filled the moments between her cries. Gripping the 
hand of her lover, the women gave one more yell of pain. A 
breathtaking smile graced her lips, as the sound of pitiful little 



wails filled the sterile room. 


The man with coal black hair, who physically appeared a few years 
older than the women, broke away. Her touch lingered on his fingers, 
but he knew soon he would miss her warm embrace. 

"He's beautiful, Venus." His voice barely made a whisper. 

Tears formed in the corner of his grey eyes. He turned to face the 
exhausted women on the bed, a bundle of sky blue blanket in his arms. 
Walking over, he bent down on knee and carefully lowered himself next 
to her. She tentatively peered at the small baby in his charge, and 
gasped slightly. Her new born son donned raven hair just like his 
father, and gorgeous eyes that clashed somewhere between green and 
blue . 

The Goddess of Love mused slightly, wondering where exactly such an 
extraordinary unique colour had come from. For a fleeting instant, 
the sea green reminded her of Poseidon. 

By the door, the midwife beamed at the couple. Even though she saw 
many children born each day, there was always something special about 
these precious moments. She nodded, saying she'd be back in ten 
minutes to check up, before leaving them alone. 

"Have you decided on a name, Sam?" The women asked, brushing the hair 
out of her face. Her hazel eyes traced her seventh demigod son's 
profile, absorbing every little detail of his physic. 

Sam looked up into her beautiful eyes, full of love and devotion. 
Venus pushed herself into a more comfortable sitting position, 
leaning against the double pillows. She held out her arms to take her 
youngest child. Sam bent over and carefully placed the fragile bundle 
in her waiting hold. 

The baby immediately quietened and curiously peered into his mother's 
eyes. A sound halfway between a giggle and a gurgle escape his mouth. 
Venus smiled so sweetly, she could have passed as an angel. 

"I have a few ideas," he said, affectionately pushing a curl of brown 
hair behind her left ear. She looked from her son to the mortal man 
she loved dearly. He had come to understand who she was several 
months ago, of course the initial freak out was inevitable. No one 
could calmly except they were having a child with a Roman Goddess. 

But he was a good man, and loved her no less knowing that she 
wouldn't be able to stay with him and their son. 

Still knelt down beside her, Sam reached out to stroke his son's 
already messy hair. A light pressure invaded his shoulder. Glancing 
over, he smiled at the sight of the women resting her head on him. He 
come to terms that his lover, was in fact the Goddess of love. And 
that although she loved him with all her heart, it was in her nature 
to pursue and love other men. But for now, this moment, just this 
moment belonged to them. 

"I think, we should call him Jack." 



2. Chapter 2 - Pride 
**For The Love Of A Sea Son** 

_Special thank you to the 6th Spectral King, thejamtart and everyone 
who favourited, reviewed or followed the story so far 


**Chapter 2 - Pride** 

Olympus was in perpetual state of chaos. Since the final battle their 
homes had suffered much destruction. Each God had lost mortal 
children in the fighting, except of course Hera, Hestia and 
Artemis . 

But even then, huntresses had given their lives. 

Innocent blood had dyed the floor. Soaking through to the foundations 
in the struggle to keep their parents in power. Aphrodite frowned at 
the mess, before returning to filing her nails. If things could have 
gone down differently, she would have done something to change the 
demigod's fates. But those three woman had been quite stubborn. 
Certain threads and certain bloodlines, and whatnot. Except she had 
lost a daughter in the battles. Silena hadn't deserved her end, 
however at least she was happy with her boyfriend in Elysium. 

Just like Percy Jackson. She stole a glance at the God of the Sea. He 
seemed lost in his spiralling thoughts. The death of his son weighed 
heavy on his heart. Poseidon was allowing his emotions to run 
rampant. Left unchecked and now his domain was raging at coastlines 
all around the world. The mortals were calling it the greatest freak 
out of nature in this, and last century. Storms and earthquakes 
tearing down anything close to open ocean. 

The Goddess of Love allowed her gaze to wander to the King of the 
Gods . 

Zeus sighed, and looked over at his older brother. Poseidon 
drunk-tired state left him half slumped against his throne. Depleted 
and clearly exhausted, the overuse of his powers were taking their 
toll. Turning to Hades, they shared a knowing nod. Since the release 
of the peaceful titans, giving Hades and Hestia thrones, and allowing 
the minor Gods into Olympus. Greater balance had been restored. And 
although Zeus would never admit it, the three brothers had been 
brought closer together. He briefly looked to his wise daughter, who 
was nudging the stunning Goddess next to her. 

Athena lent over from her throne to Aphrodite, a curious edge to her 
eyes. "So, how's your new child?" 

The Goddess of Love started, dropping her file in surprise and 
letting out a little squeak. The others didn't notice, already deep 
in discussion, but Athena raised her eyebrow knowingly. 

"H-how did you...?" She whispered. 


The Goddess of Wisdom smiled kindly, "A women can tell, you've been 
missing on and off for almost ten months now. Not all the others are 



observant enough to catch on. But I have." She winked. Children were 
always exciting. Especially when they were part god. 


Aphrodite let out a small hiss of air through her ruby lips. "Of 
course. Of course you have," she sighed. 

"You're not the only one." Athena smiled. "Apollo and Persephone have 
both had a son each. Granted Hades was less than impressed, but he's 
promised to bring no harm to her child. And Demeter..." she paused in 
thought for a second, "a little girl I believe." 

The Goddess of Love vision flickering over to Apollo, who the second 
made eye contact, smirked and winked. While Artemis glared 
disapprovingly at his shameful flirting. Hermes seemed oblivious. In 
truth she had wanted to keep Jack a secret from the others, if only 
to keep him safe. Not that it mattered, she'd never allow them near 
for youngest child. Not yet. 

"So, spill. Is he a cutie?" 

A smile crept onto the Goddess' face. She couldn't resist gossiping 
about her latest son and quite frankly, she couldn't help herself. 
Crossing her legs, she leaned over to Athena so their foreheads were 
almost touching. 

"He's like, well... a little angel. He's so silent, always observing 
the world around him." She smiled. "He's gonna be smart like his 
daddy, but he will be gifted in my talents. I can tell." The Goddess 
spoke proudly, flicking her blonde hair to the side. 

"What's his name? What does he look like?" Athena pressed, sure 
Aphrodite often had children. Loving men was part of her nature, but 
rarely did she show such pride in her male offspring. 

"Jack." She stated. "I know it's a bit different from what I usually 
go for, but I've always liked the name." The Goddess of Love kept her 
voice low in the throne room. Hades seemed to notice their secret 
conversation, but his blank expression portrayed his clear 
disinterest . 

"I guess he looks more like his father, black hair you see. But, oh!" 
she smiled brightly and grabbed Athena's wrist. "He has the most 
stunning bluey green eyes..." 

"Oh really?" Athena commented thoughtfully, and zoned out slightly as 
Aphrodite droned on. A calculated look washed over her face. It had 
almost been a five months since Poseidon's son had died, it was 
unlikely but possible. Hades promised the Hero of Olympus had found 
peace. There was no reason to lie, and if he had, Hermes would have 
sensed it. Her eyebrows knitted together, she hadn't liked the boy at 
first, but time and time again he proved his loyalty to Annabeth and 
the Gods. He didn't deserve to die. Like the rest of their children, 
his fate had been cruel. 

She knew her daughter was strong enough to overcome the pain of her 
loss. After all, like the rest of her friends, she chose immorality. 
Annabeth chose to remain in the land of the living, and protect Camp 
Half-Blood from any future threats it may confront. She had believed 
it to be what Perseus would have wanted. 



"...It's unfortunate though." 

The remark pulled Athena from her stupor, "What do you mean?" she 
inquired . 

"He was born to my Roman aspect, with the Camps still trying to solve 
their differences. And though Hera tried." She huffed. "By the way 
things are heading, he may never meet his Greek counterparts. My 
daughters and sons will be most upset they can't have their baby 
brother with them." 

In all honestly, the Goddess of Wisdom thought Aphrodite was the one 
who sounded more annoyed than anything else. 

Athena was about to reply, when Zeus called for silence. Her head 
turned in the direction of her father's voice. However, her face 
dropped at the weary smirk gracing the Sea God's lips as he looked at 
Aphrodite. He couldn't., he shouldn't know... She'd kill that kelp 
head if he says a word. It's clear the Goddess of Love wanted her 
newest child to remain hidden from someone, most likely Hades or 
Zeus. And for now Athena would keep the child's. Jack's?, existence 
that way. 

Straightening her back and schooling her features, the Goddess of 
Wisdom made a silent vow to watch over the newest Roman demigod. 
Perhaps this decision would prove beneficial in the future. Aphrodite 
would always be a useful ally, she pondered the possibilities before 
focusing her attention back to the meeting. 


**18 Months Later** 

**Carova Beach, North Carolina** 

A two year old boy, with blue-black hair, sat on his mother hip. His 
head resting on her shoulder. Venus' left arm looped round his back 
holding him in securely place. His little breaths warmed the crook of 
her neck, and she smiled fondly. 

The child was her youngest, and seventh male demigod offspring alive. 
He was her little angel, but soon she'd be forced to leave him. Her 
lover was a good man, and she knew he would take care of Jack. But 
she couldn't help but worry. 

He was peculiar for a child of Love. There were a few things she had 
noticed. Firstly, Jack had a endless fascination for anything and 
everything linked to the ocean. The amount of time he spent at the 
seaside had caused a light smell of salt and fresh seaweed to linger 
on his skin. It helped to hide his demigod blood, but not by 
much . 

While the others Gods and Goddess would never admit it, the smell of 
her children was just as, or if not more, potent than that of the big 
three's offspring. The pheromones they produced as they develop could 
easily attract any monster from a two mile radius. 


And secondly, her son had a habit of luring and enchanting marine 
creatures in particular. 



Every time they visited an aquarium together. Jack seemed to 
captivate the glass bound fish. Crustaceans, and even sharks would 
trail after him as far as their watery prisons allow. They follow his 
fingers as he traces the tanks, and occasionally appear defensive if 
a mortal steps too close. 

If Venus hadn't know better, she would have thought he was a son of 
Poseidon . 

She looked up to her lover, Sam stood silently beside her, staring 
out at the sea. The shore was breath-taking. Dozens of varying colour 
shells, seaweeds blooming as beached forests and pebbles of different 
sizes littered the honey coloured sand. It reminded her briefly of 
the place she was born. 

"I'm afraid this our absolutely final, I'm really leaving, goodbye," 
she giggled to hide her sadness, and lent over the kiss Sam's cheek. 
"I fear I've broken the rules for too long, and if this continues 
Zeus will leave neither of us unpunished." 

Sam looked down into her eyes, traced his fingers along her flawless 
jawbone. "He sounds like a tyrant." 

The Goddess of Love breathed a weak laugh, "He has his 
moments ..." 

"It's not f air . " 

"It's not fair for all of us Gods, but if I stay I'll end up 
neglecting my responsibilities." Her hold on her son tighten 
subconsciously. "I will miss you both dearly." 

"Is he asleep?" 

"Yeah, I don't wish to wake him... Sam?" Venus bite her lip 
nervously . 

"What is it?" asked the man, stroking back brunet hair that had blown 
in front of her eyes. 

"If a time ever comes when you can no longer protect our son, there's 
a safe haven for demigods where you must take him." 

"Where? " 

She looked down to her son. "The entrance is in a service tunnel near 
the main Caldecott Tunnel in San Francisco. It's called Camp Jupiter, 
I trust you'll be able to find it. But you must never reveal this 
information to anyone, understand?" 

"Of course." He promised. Then careful not wake the child, she passed 
him to his father. 

"Close your eyes," she whispered, and waited for him to comply, "I'll 
always love you." Venus bent forward on her tiptoes and kissed the 
man deeply. Their lips lingered for a moment, then with a strong gust 
of wind her touch disappeared. 


Sam slowly open his eyes. She was gone. He looked down at his 
sleeping boy, and gripped him tighter. He'd protect their son. No 



matter what it took, he'd never let the world no one else sees, take 
Jack from him. 


Savouring one last glance at the beach, he watched as the snow white 
sea foam crash into the sand. Then turned and walked 
away . 


* *Somewhere . . . unpleasant** 

The cave held years of grim, coated in layers of neglect and 
downright revolting. Aphrodite tried her best not to gage at the 
foulness of this place. Her pristine floaty dress was ruined at the 
tips, by the damp, dirty floor. She scowled at her dingy 
surroundings, pulling up the hem her outfit from being further 
tattered and worn. Knowing the minute she got back to Olympus, she'd 
throw the retched thing away. Yet, the Goddess of Love was unable to 
phantom why in Hades, the Moirai had wanted to meet her here. 

She walked deeper into the sea caved chamber. Cursing and tugging at 
her dress as the soiled material got caught on outcrops, and dragged 
through rock-pools. Her long blonde her fell haphazardly over her 
eyes. Aphrodite dumped her edge of the dress to the ground in 
frustration. She spent a lot of time making herself look good, and 
the Moirai were very inconsiderate. 

"We are . " 

The Goddess of Love looked up in surprise. Three young women sat 
before her on the cave rocks. Aphrodite cringed thinking of the dirt. 
One sat by a spinning wheel, while the other two were fiddling with a 
length of glowing blue thread. 

"Pardon?" She snapped, completely miffed. 

"We have been considerate of her needs." They spoke in unison. 

The first continued on her own. "And this is the best place to meet. 
We are safe from all ears in here, even Chaos." 

"Trust us dear," the third spat. "We don't want to be here 
either . " 

"But your son is of greater importance." 

"Greater than our own desires." The other two chorused. 

"What do you mean? I have_ many_ sons." Aphrodite hissed at their 
vagueness . 

"The demigod." 

"Still seven of them, _hun_. " She huffed, now absently looking at her 
pink nails. 

"The youngest." 

Waves crashed at the cave's mouth. Demanding entrance to where they 
could not reach. The Moirai looked up in unison to the salt caked 



ceiling. "He knows we're here, there isn't much time." 

Ignoring their ramblings the Goddess continued with the last subject 
of their conversation. "J-Jack?" She sputtered, "but he's just a 
toddler . " 

"The boy will grow." 

"And when he does, he'll fulfil a destiny he left behind." 

"That is why." 

"It was necessary." 

"For his rebirth." 

"_Excuse me?_" Aphrodite snarled, a heaviness forming in the pit of 
her stomach. 

"The sea Prince." 

And just like that, even the pieces in her mind clicked. "Wait, wait, 
wait you're telling me, my youngest child, is Poseidon's son 
reborn? " 

"Yes, dear." Her words were cold and edged, like chalk on a 
whiteboard . 

"How- But, _why?_. . . I thought the poor boy was in Elysium? How can 
he be my son? Hades said-" 

"We are well aware of what the Lord of the Underworld told you... 
However, he lied." The thread spinning women said simply. 

"But he said Perseus found peace, that he was happy." She 
whispered . 

"And so he had. Or least that is what Lord Hades believed. Truth is a 
matter of opinion, dear." 

The other looked up from the thread in her hands. "If the words 
spoken, were ones he trusted. Then they were his truth. Hermes saw 
that and nothing else." 

A rage erupted against the jaws of the cave. Aphrodite jumped in 
surprise and turned to look. Just the ocean. She clenched her hands 
into fists, an attempt to conceal the trembling. 

Looking back, the Goddess of Love frowned. The Moirai seemed on edge, 
worried glances shared between the three. "We have been humiliated, 
child. My sisters and I, will not stand for this. A thread was cut 
short . " 

"Before it's time." 

"Stolen from its keeper." 

"Certain events must take place, and crossroads must be passed." 

"An entity of great power has disrupted our plans." 



"Who, Kronos?" The Goddess gritted out, she could feel her lips 
quiver . 

"We know not who, and this worries us. But the Moirai have crafted a 
firebird that will rise again from the ashes." 

Aphrodite shook her head back and forth hysterically. "N-No. No, I've 
heard enough! You, you bitches, leave my son alone! He's not Jackson! 
HE IS NOT POSEIDON'S SPAWN! Leave my baby alone!" 

"It is inevitable." One breathed. "There is no stopping this, now the 
parts have been set into motion. We seek the beginning from an 
end . " 

"And an end to a beginning." 

"You're making no sense! You're crazy! Find someone else, another 
demigod! Zeus' kids are immortal now, why not them?" She argued 
frantically. "And what about Hades' children? They're stronger, more 
powerful ..." 

"We have allowed some of his sea bound gifts to remain." 

"Given back the ones he lost, we have." 

"The fight will be the finest Olympus has ever witnessed." 

"That's not f-fair, " the Goddess sobbed. Tears racing down her 
cheeks . 

The Moirai looked between themselves, "We cannot change his 
fate . " 

"Meaning you don't want to!" She yelled in retaliation. 

"Believe what you wish, my dear. But time marches on, just as our 
time here is almost at its end, forces you cannot begin to comprehend 
have begun to move." 

"And neither are you big enough to stop our decision." The one was 
scissors sneered, cutting the blue thread in one clean swoop. 

The Goddess of Love stepped back to compose herself. "Has- has 
Poseidon been informed?" 

"No... We are worried he will... interfere." Her voice was coy. As if 
she enjoyed toying with the Sea God's awareness of his late son's 
situation . 

"And I'm not to tell him?" 

"Yes . " 

She thought for a moment and then replied. Uneven breaths the only 
indication of her true anger. "Very well. But you promise he'll be 
safe?" A request. No, a demand. After everything they owe her 
this . 

The Moirai looked between themselves, "We only promise his 



safety . " 


Not quite understanding the full meaning of those words. Aphrodite 
nodded silently. 

"Goodbye, child. I know we will not meet soon." 

They left her there. Alone and defeated by their words. Even Zeus 
feared their meddlesome ways, especially when combined with their 
short fuses around fate threads and destinies. 

Falling to her knees, creasing her long dress, with makeup smudged, 
and face twisted in fury. The dirt beneath her forgotten. She was 
unrecognisable to the porcelain beauty queen most accepted as her 
regular standard. But the Goddess of Love could barely bring herself 
to care. She looked back at the cave entrance as dying white waves 
crashed onto salt soaked rocks. What else was there for her to do but 
cry? 

" J- Jack ..." 


3. Chapter 3 - Things We Lost To The Rain 
**CH3 - Things We Lost To The Rain** 

_Notes: This Chapter jumps location a bit, but the time frame remains 
consistent putting Jack/Percy at nine years old when this is all 
happening ._ 

_Special thanks to **Raxacoricofallapatoreous** for their kind 
review, I'm glad you've liked the story so far. To **godess 
bubbles**, I'm sorry but you'll just have to wait and see ;) . To** 

Lnnanime-lover* * , Pericico is my absolutely favourite pairing! But 
there's plenty of time for that later. And thank you everyone who 
followed, reviewed or favourited. It's a huge support 


_Disclaimer: Any mistakes are mine and mine alone. Don't own Percy 
Jackson, just the storyline. But I've decided if I did, I'd like live 
in Rome . . ._ 


**Seven Years Later.** 

**Camp Half-Blood** 

The rain, if anything, was insistent. Light whispers of mewling 
clouds had continued to fall since the early hours of morning. Not 
enough to seek immediate shelter, but uncomfortable in its own right. 
Above, silver skies held promise of the storms to come, Zeus was 
probably miffed about something. 

Annabeth stood just short of the forest boundary overlooking the 
Camp. The weight of the sword at her hip, did little but insult the 
burden it held. She watched in the distance as the two young 
demigods, no more than ten, dragged themselves to the Big House. Beat 



up and bruised, the pair clung onto each other for dear life. After a 
nasty run in with a Cyclops at the Camp's boarder, she couldn't blame 
their wariness. Hopefully they wouldn't take too badly to Tyson after 
the incident . 

Shakily the girl turned and looked around. For a moment her eyes 
locked with the daughter of Athena. And Annabeth realised then she 
had gained a new little sister. She smiled weakly in attempt to 
comfort the girl, but wondered curiously who's child the ember hair, 
silver eyed boy next to her might belong to. He slipped his arm 
around her waist and led them both inside. 

The wind picked up, and the fleeting notion that Jason might have 
decided to visit passed quickly, when she noticed the accumulating 
shadows. A deathly chill caught her hair and brought shivers down her 
spine . 

"Hello, Nico . " 

A pause. 

"Hey, Wise girl." 

"It's strange to see you here these days." 

"I was nearby," he replied shrugging his shoulders, and Annabeth 
noticed the discarded McDonalds meal in his hand. At least he was 
finally eating again. "How'd know it was me?" 

She turned to face him and smiled, "Who else would try and sneak up 
on me." Her smile faltered, "it's been a while. How are you doing? 
Where ' ve you been all this time? Even Hazel barely sees you." 

Nico sighed. "Here, there, everywhere." 

"And by that, I suppose you mean the Underworld?" 

"I've been helping my dad deal with the overcrowding." 

"Right. How's immortality suiting you?" 

Nico absently looked to the sky. "There's no real difference, apart 
from the fact I'll forever look this age. I just wish Percy was here 
with us . " 

She sighed, "Nico, please it's been nine years." Her breath hitched. 
"I can't believe it's been nine years... But you need to move 


"Stop. " 

"Will is more than happy to be with you, just give him a chance." She 
urged . 

He avoided her piercing gaze. "Annabeth... It's not what you 
think." 

"What I think? Oh, Nico this talk is long overdue." 


"I don't understand." 



"I... I thought you hated him, by Hades, for a daughter of Athena 
I've been incredibly stupid." She offered. "All that time?" 

Nico eyes widen, shadows creeping closer to his body for protection. 
He held his breath, debating whether to run or reveal his secret. 

He sighed, and closed his eyes. Was there really even any point 
continuing to lie? "Yes." 

Annabeth ' s breathing hitched. "You know, you could have just told 
him. Although he wouldn't have returned your feelings, he would have 
tried to understand. You looked up to Percy like he did to 
Luke . " 

Shadows crept into the air, inky black clouds began to consume his 
lower body. "I'm... I'm going to visit Hazel at camp 
Jupiter . " 

"Nico, wait! Even to the end Percy thought you hated him." She 
stepped closer, and attempted to grab Nico's sleeve to prevent his 
escape . 

The son of Hades backed away further into the advancing darkness. 
"W-What?" 

"He believed you wanted him dead for failing Bianca." She 
whispered . 

Nico hesitated, his bottom lip loose in shook. But he stilled his 
features. "At first maybe, but then really I hated myself for hating 
him." 

The daughter of Athena stepped back. "I see." 

"I couldn't stop myself from loving Percy, but he was so happy with 
you. And it made me miserable." He looked away, disgusted at the pity 
in her eyes. "I really don't want to talk about this." 

"How's Percy doing?" 

"In Elysium?" Nico huffed, crossing his arms. "I have absolutely no 
_fucking_ idea. I try to summon him but there's never a reply. Silena 
tells me he's around somewhere, but I hadn't seen him. It's getting 
ridiculous . " 

Her eyes widen at a troubling idea. "It is possible that he's no 
longer there?" 

"You mean rebirth? No. For a while I thought that myself, but dad 
promises Percy went into Elysium. He wouldn't lie to me." 

Her eyes dulled. "I wish he would talk to us. You don't think... It's 
nothing . " 

"What?" 

"I've been thinking, he can't be angry that we chose immortality? 
Would he?" 



Nico furrowed his eyebrows, "Perhaps..." 

The daughter of Athena cringed, "That's not very comforting." She 
wiped the corners of her eyes. "I thought he'd of wanted me to accept 
Zeus' offer, so I could stay and protect the Camp. I hadn't meant to 
abandon him. I wasn't trying to... to run away." 

"No one thinks that . " 

"But what if he does? I mentioned this to Thalia, and she agrees that 
we could have hurt Percy." 

"I don't know what to say, Annabeth. But you managed to move on 
pretty quickly... How are things between you and Ares' new 
son? " 


"Don't be malicious!" She hissed. "I-I just didn't want to be alone! 
You wouldn't understand, you love being on your own." It was a low 
blow and she knew it . 

Nico's eyes narrowed as bitterness weaved into voice. "Maybe not, but 
I'm sure Percy understands, every single day he's wondering why he's 
down there by himself." 

"Shut up ! " 

Her yell echoed across Camp Half-Blood. 

"It just feels like to gave him up a little too fast, is all I'm 
saying . " 

She sniffed and wiped her eyes with her sleeve. "You don't get it. 
Everyone's looking at me, thinking I'm some sort of traitor! That I'm 
somehow betraying Percy. But before the battle, I told Percy I loved 
him like a brother, but I wasn't in love! He agreed with me... I 
thought he agreed with me . " 

Shock plastered Nico's face, followed swiftly by realisation. "Oh... 

I had no idea. I didn't mea-" 

The daughter of Athena looked away, her eyes red and tear washed. 
"Don't," she whispered. "I already blame myself. I know any rifts 
between Percy and I, are my fault and mine alone. And now I'm living 
with the knowledge I may never get the chance to fix what I've 
broken." She took a deep breath to compose herself. "Let's not fight 
over this, Nico. I've lost too much already. I don't want to lose you 
too . " 

He nodded, and she breathed a sigh of relief. 

"Give Hazel my love, okay? And say hello to Jason for me." 

The son of Hades stood and pondered for a moment. "Goodbye, Annabeth. 
Maybe I'll come back for dinner. Say hello to the others..." He 
trailed off. 

"Nico? " 


"Yeah?" 



"Just try to talk to Will. He really does care for you. And if you 
ever find Percy, tell him." Her voice shook, but she smiled faintly. 
"Tell him, I'm sorry. See you later. Ghost King." 


**Rome, Italy** 

Mutilated clouds scatter a night sky darker than a nightmare. Lurking 
within shadows, two figures confer with the stars as their witnesses. 
Shrouded from the eyes of mortals, their presence goes unnoticed by 
the few and far between passersby. 

"There's no mistake. Sir. It's him." 

Anger ignited across the other's hell scorched eyes. "What?" He 
seethed . 

"Poseidon's child has returned to his plane. His impervious soul is 
as alive as his destiny." 

"How?" 


"The Fates have made it so." 

"Interfering whores." The second man breathed a few curses. "I 
anticipated those women would get involved and something like this 
might happen. But I didn't think they'd act so rashly. They've made a 
grave mistake. No soul should live twice. Unless free from the bonds 
of its previous life." 

The first nodded in argument. "Worry not, my lord, for we have time. 
I'll find the boy, and kill him before he can became even a shadow of 
what he was before." 

"No! You fool. He'll only get reborn again." He hissed. 

"Then what, sir?" 

The other thought for a moment, eyes trailing the flickers of street 
lamps. "Track him down and bring him to me. If he remains ignorant of 
his past loyalties, he could prove very useful to our cause." 

"And if he remembers anything of his past life?" 

The man looked back to his associate. "Even if it's the finest 
detail." He paused, a cruel smile shaping his lips. "Then he'll of 
outlived his usefulness. Erasing an existence is not completely out 
of the limits of my power." 


**California** 

Far out to sea, rivets of sunlight soaked into the water's 
Neptune-blue surface. The day was a clear canvas, tainted only by a 
few lonely seagulls. Everything fell silent, apart from the gentle 
lapping of ocean waves on sunrise gold sand, and steady squawks from 
above. The horizon seemed to be a stitched line of silver mashed with 
turquoise . 



Ghost crabs littered around the scythe of beach, hemmed in by 
towering cliffs. Just on the border were sand and sea met, a little 
boy with raven hair that tinted blue in the sunlight, searched 
diligently. Sea green eyes thoroughly examining each section of beach 
as he walked past . 

Every so often he would bend down to pick up a stray starfish or 
shellfish, that had the unfortunate luck to get washed up. Then 
carefully place it in his metal pale. 

Across the beach, a boy perhaps one or two years older watched 
curiously. Soft blonde hair blended in with the sand, while his 
striking blue eyes reminded the world of rainstorm skies. Unable to 
hold back the questions on his tongue, he approached the younger boy. 
Weaving through the dotted families left around the cove in the 
closing hours of afternoon. Most readying to pack up and leave. 
Suncream bottles left abandoned and towels rendered useless by the 
seawater . 

"Whatya doing?" He asked, tilting his body forward to look into the 
pale . 

The younger boy stayed quiet. He moved the pale behind him, so the 
contents was beyond the other boy's line of sight. Lips pursed 
together as if he wanted to say something, but stopped himself. 

"My name's Luke, Luke Myers. What's yours?" 

Jack looked up at the other boy, whose eyes glinted mischievously 
while a kind smile held place on his lips. "I'm not suppose to talk 
to strangers." He replied stubbornly. 

"But you know my name so I'm not a stranger anymore, right?" Luke 
pushed playfully. 

He contemplated the other boy's argument, before smiling shyly. "I'm 
Jack . " 

"It's nice to meet you. Jack. So what are you doing?" He asked 
again . 

"I'm saving them." 

Luke looked around, confusion unhidden in his tone. "Who?" 

"Them." Jack answered, holding his pale full of starfish slightly 
higher. "They were screaming for help." Pointing to the few and far 
between scattered marine life on the hot sand. 

"Why?" 

"Because they're suck." 

"On the beach?" 

"Yes. They said they're burning." He pressed, the urgency evident in 
his voice. 


, "Can I help you?" 


Luke mused for a instant 



The younger boy kicked the sand with his foot, debating the offer. 
"...Okay, but I'm nearly done, and you have to be gentle." 

"Where will we put them, once we collect them all?" 

"They asked me to move them to those rock pools over there." Jack 
said, pointing to the far end of the small beach. 

Luke laughed under his breath at the younger boys imagination. 
"Right... Ermm, that bucket looks heavy, do you want me to carry 
it?" 


"If you promise not to swing it?" 

"Deal . " 

"Thank you." He said, carefully passing the handle to Luke. "So, how 
old are you? I'm nine and a half." 

"Eleven, but I'll be twelve at the end of the year." 

Fascination spread over Jack's face. "Really?" 

"Uh huh, so how come I've never seen you before?" 

Jack's attention had already switched to the beach, but he answered 
anyway. "We moved here. We move around a lot. Dad says it's for work. 
But we never stay in a place too long." 

"Is your mum and dad here today?" Luke absently asked, looking back 
at the few and far between people lounging on the beach. 

The smaller boy's face dropped a shade paler. The happy edge to his 
voice falling a couple degrees quieter. "I don't have a mum." 

"Oh that's okay, I don't have a dad either." Luke offered a weak 
smile. "My mum's got a boyfriend though, but I don't like him 
much . " 

Jack seemed deep in thought, his internal conflict reflected on his 
young features. "Do ya wanna be friends?" 

The sound of his words suddenly all too sweet like siren call. 

"If you want me to be." Luke hummed, he felt a great deal 
lighter . 

Only momentarily braking from his search to over, when a small hand 
slipped into his. Smiling, Luke continued his mission to save the 
stranded sea creatures. 


Below the waves, a man in his late twenty watched on curiously. The 
seabed-bound starfish were singing his praises, and fish respectively 
waited for him to swim past. 


Eyes that reflected the ocean's deepest abyss, and held stories of 
the sea's secret cities, glinted mischievously. Triton had heard that 



a certain little half-brother had been avoiding all the Gods in 
Elysium. But he wouldn't of believed the sight before him if he 
hadn't just witnessed it himself. That presence was unmistakable. The 
soul inside the smaller boy was none other than Percy Jackson. So the 
punk decided to be reborn? Well, good riddance. 

But something was off. It felt as if pieces had been torn off, 
rearrange, then sown back together. Souls which touch the River Lethe 
should be wiped completely clean. Nothing from their past lives 
should remain. But the boy standing down the beach was different. The 
new might be suppressing the old, for now. The innocence of childhood 
a hazy dream containing whatever is left from before, but that poorly 
stitched barrier wouldn't hold forever. 

Yet, he had to wonder, just what the hell were the Fates playing at? 
Hadn't that boy been through enough? Sure, they'd never really had 
the chance for a conversation longer than two minutes. Sure, he _was_ 
Poseidon's favourite. And sure, he caused mother more heartbreak just 
by existing as proof of her husband's, his father's, latest betrayal. 
But in the end, Jackson was a good person and a hero. Someone who 
deserved peace. Not more struggle and pain. 

Triton leaned against an underwater rock formation in contemplation. 
This was certainty an interesting development. What could be so 
important that the Fates themselves had decided to break one of the 
most ancient rules in rebirth? The thought was heavy in his gut and 
made him nauseous. There could only be one reason. Something 
treacherous lay beyond the facade of peace this world pitifully clung 
onto . 

Something dangerous enough for the Hero of Olympus to be unwilling 
called into service again. 

But he'd heard nothing on the grape line, no whispered rumours 
amongst the other Gods. Which meant only one thing. They were 
ignorant. Should he inform them? Was that even his place? No, if he 
did that, what little peace Jackson's life held for the time being, 
would be crushed. He breathed an easy laugh, Zeus would probably 
strike the boy down in fear. 

What of his father? If he told Poseidon, the man would only 
interfere. And by the smell, Jackson was no child of the sea any 
longer. The Fates had something planned, and even if he opposed every 
decision they made. It would do nothing to stop what had already 
begun. Just great, he'd have to live with this little kelp of 
knowledge lingering in the back of his mind. Just great. Even in 
death his half-brother was causing him trouble. 

Triton turned and teleported back to Atlantis. Around him the water 
seemed to been alive. For now he had more important things to worry 
about. Being prince of a broken, war-torn city was no easy 
task . 


**Dining Pavilion, Camp Half-Blood** 

Splinters ebb into her mind. Borrowing down past the point of 
manageable pain. Rachel cringed and bent over, one hand instantly 
clutching her forehead for relief. 



Blindly she reached for something in support. Failing so, her knees 
gave way, slamming heavily to the ground. Her surrounding begin 
flickering in and out of focus. Mockingly to her peril, flames around 
the pavilion burnt too brightly for her eyes, forcing them 
shut . 

_Armies of heavily geared demigods stood of two sides. The vision 
passes by so quickly that she had neither the chance or preparedness 
to grasp any significant details. The second flash revealed a 
patchwork of purple and orange, both Camp Jupiter and Half-Blood 
flags were flown. Torn and flailing. There were battle cries to be 
heard and lives to be lost. The next revealed a young boy,_ __blank 
murky green eyes and clad in black, racing through the night and 
jumping off the edge of a pier into the tormented, unforgiving ocean 
waves below. Yells echo from behind him. But she has no chance to see 
to whom they belong. _ 

_The vision moves on, dark brown eyes warped with grief and hate for 
the ones he'd lost, demand penance. The boy raises his hand, calling 
for soldiers from beneath the blood bathed soil._ 

Nico. She breathed. The visions hold no sounds. 

_His opponent, the boy from before, remains unwavering. Glassy eyed 
like some sort of second-hand doll. Worn and broken. An existence 
that has no will to speak of. Her eyes widen in fear. Rachel watches 
him summon a huge tidal wave in San Francisco's harbour. One 
monstrous in size._ 

_Skeletons advance. It's over, she breathes a sigh of relief, they've 
cornered the raven haired boy. But instead he just speaks soundless 
words. Rachel watches dumbfounded as Nico struggles with himself, 
then willing releases his hold on his sword. Not bothering to watch 
as it drops and clatters on ground. The boy speaks again. And this 
time she's horror struck as Nico calls back the undead. Giving up his 
last line of defence against an enemy who is about to drown, to 
murder, thousands. A dazed expression worn over the son of Hades' 
once hate filled features. _ 

_The other boy doesn't so much as twitch as he snaps his fingers, 
ordering the watery onslaught he held back to come crashing over 
them. Nico doesn't move either, standing in a trance. She screams as 
the cold rains down, searing her skin and the vision ends._ 

Rachel lent back against the huntresses' table. One she was always 
welcome to sit at. Breathing erratic like she'd just run a couple 
laps round the lake. Returned to reality the oracle's heir was 
suddenly all too aware of her surroundings. The worried faces of her 
fellow Campers, broke a fresh set of sobs from her throat. Tears 
chase each other down her cheeks. She placed her hand over her lips, 
but it did nought to mellow her cries. 

Her shaking frame containing the frightening recording of the future 
she had seen. How cruel that she was burden to tell them such wicked 
things? This power was a curse. 

Rachel allowed her eyes to wander to Hades' table. Had Nico truly 
allowed the murder of an entire city? The Ghost King paler, his 
concerned expression caused the oracle to bite her lip hesitantly. 



Had she spoken his name aloud, instead of just in her vision? Shame 
tore through her. After everything, how could she doubt the son of 
Hades? There was no way Nico would do something so heartless. Which 
left the peculiar nameless boy. 

Donned with features that undisputedly put him as a candidate for the 
offspring of Poseidon. In fact, she had no uncertainty. No other 
could hold so much power over his element. Which begs the question, 
why did his words on Nico appear like the influence of Charmspeak? 

And why would the God of Sea have another son? Nothing made 
sense . 

Just as she'd manage to lessen her tears, the recollection of both 
Camps seemingly standing as enemies broke her resolve. And Rachel 
could only cry as those memories of things to come hollowed her heart 
and spilled over as words on her lips. 

_"Death, Love and the Ocean in-between, _ 

_Greater the distance than it first might seem._ 

_In one God's ignorance an innocent will pay the price, _ 

_While five shall stand to save what has been lost twice. _ 

_Allow evil the chance to twist what was once pure,_ 

_And old memories will be lost forever more._ 

_For the love of a sea son, death must give it's all,_ 

_Otherwise Olympus will fall."_ 

Her lips trembled in shock. As everyone around her sat wide eyed. The 
images began to fade away and she was left with only her 
words . 

Artemis stood from her table, and nodded at Chiron. Rachel detachedly 
watched the flurry of movement from the huntresses, worried voices 
and calls of her name. The only thoughts behind her green eyes of 
just how, in Hades, they were to survive what lay ahead? 


_Luke has been reborn! And he met Percy at a young age (weeps tears 
of joy) . Of course, the Fates will dish-out a little punishment in 
Luke's new life for the mistakes of his old one. Demigods don't 
really have good track records with step-fathers. But things will get 
better, I promise. _ 

_Just a quick question, is the story moving too fast? Too 
slow?_ 


End 
f ile . 



